
 MEMANTINE TIME-SLIP

by
Jon Hayes

Copyright © Jon Hayes
All Rights Reserved
jon@strangeradio.co.uk



FADE IN:

INT. BEDROOM - DAY1 1

A dishevelled man in his thirties lies on a bed in a 
foetal position. His unwashed hair is twisted into spikes 
and his clothes soiled. 

He holds a REJECTION LETTER for a novel titled ‘THE 
CONSTANT DANCERS’. Slowly he crumples it and drops it 
onto a pile of similar letters scattered on the floor. 

The man stares at a PHOTOGRAPH covered wall dominated by 
images of an attractive WOMAN with BLOND HAIR. He blinks. 
The light shifts. The image snaps into life and a tiny 
scene plays out; laughter and happiness.

WOMAN
(V/O)

Why on earth do you want a picture 
of my hangover, Phill?

PHILL
(V/O)

Because you’re beautiful.

Photos tacked behind Phill and the woman come to life 
turning the wall into a mass of moments, a life played 
out in fragments. Sound overlaps. One image shows a 
younger Phill triumphantly holding a MANUSCRIPT up to the 
camera. 

PHILL
(V/O)

Someone has to buy this one, 
Carolyn. It’s revolutionary!

CAROLYN
(V/O)

Say cheese, genius.

A FLASHBULB pops.

On the bed Phill blinks. Another photo comes to life and 
adds it’s sound track to the mounting cacophony. In it 
Phill unpacks a box full of BOOKS. 

PHILL
(V/O)

I can’t believe you did this for 
me.
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CAROLYN
(V/O)

It’s only money and you deserve to 
see something published. You’re 
good.

More photo’s spring to life as Phill blinks. Tears slowly 
run down his face as the sound track of his memories 
overlap, building into desperate WHITE NOISE. 

AGENT 
Sorry, but it’s gotta be a no. 
This kind of Sci Fi... If it was 
better written...

On the bed Phill presses his hands against his ears to 
drown the sound out.

PHILL
(Angry)

You’ve don’t believe in me. You 
think I’m no good.

CAROLYN
(V/O)

Phill you’re sick... you need 
help.

On the bed Phill rocks back and forth, he moans in  
anguish as the overlapping sound builds. The photo’s 
overlap, faster and faster, visual WHITE NOISE.

PHILL
I’m not sick!

CAROLYN
(V/O)

I’m leaving.

BLINDING LIGHT floods the room. The sound cuts out. Phill 
blinks and finds himself stood in the middle of the room. 
It’s a nest of crusted plates, stained clothes and 
SHREDDED PHOTO’S. He falls to his knees and slowly picks 
up a ripped photo of Carolyn’s smiling face.

PHILL
I have to find you. I have to be 
sure. 
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INT. HALLWAY - DAY2 2

Phill shuffles down the hallway clutching the picture of 
Carolyn. The hallway is rundown and needs re-decorating. 
Dusty SCI FI MOVIE POSTERS and framed COVER PAINTINGS 
from old SF magazine like ASTOUNDING and AMAZING line the 
walls.

INT. LIVING ROOM - CONTINUOUS3 3

He passes through the living room; the TV is broken, the 
picture constantly rolling, the room is as dishevelled as 
Phill himself.

INT. KITCHEN - CONTINUOUS4 4

He enters the kitchen, which is filthy. The FRIDGE lies 
face down on the floor, smashed. Phill stops at the 
counter. Neatly arranged in a line are a bottle of CHEAP 
WINE, multiple packets of PILLS and a razor sharp KNIFE. 
He picks them up crosses to a door and enters a dark room 
beyond. 

INT. GARAGE - DAY5 5

Phill reaches up and grabs a PULL CORD. The light snaps 
on. The pull cord SNAPS in Phill’s hand. He blinks, 
staring at it, drops it onto the floor and heads over to 
a lonely rusted car sitting in the middle of the garage.  

He climbs into the drivers seat and places the photo of 
Carolyn on the dash directly in his eye line. He slips 
the key into the ignition and starts the engine. It 
coughs and splutters, refusing to catch. He pumps the gas 
and tries again.

PHILL
(Cursing)

Come on... come on.

The engine splutters reluctantly into life. Phill leans 
back, exhausted his eyes closed and lets out a shuddering 
breath.

PHILL
Thank you.
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He coughs. Behind him a THICK PIPE feeds exhaust directly 
into the car. Phill kisses his fingers and touches the 
image of Carolyn. With trembling hands he slides the 
knife across his wrist.

Blood pumps. 

He leans back and throws a handful of pills into his 
mouth, washing them down with WINE. 

PHILL
Cheap wine and lithium. You’d say 
it was overkill and you’d be 
right. You’d tell me to go easy on 
the melodrama and I’d sulk. Then 
you’d kiss me and everything would 
be alright.  

He throws down another handful of pills as blood flows 
down his arms. The car is murky with exhaust. He traces a 
bloody finger down the curve of her face. 

The moment stretches...

A jolly RING TONE shatters the moment. Phill blinks and 
fumbles his mobile from his pocket. He stares dumbly at 
it as it rings: Unknown Number. 

... Phill answers.

PHILL
(On phone)

Carolyn?

VOICE
Am I speaking with Phillip 
Caralho? 

PHILL
Who’s this?

VOICE
Mr. Caralho my name is Duncan 
Heisenberg and I’m calling about 
your future. 

PHILL
You’re late. 

Phill washes down another handful of pills. 
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DUNCAN
Mr Caralho, have you ever 
considered what would happen to 
your loved ones if you passed away 
suddenly?

PHILL
Frequently.

DUNCAN
Mr Caralho...

PHILL
Fuck it, call me Phill.

Phill washes the last of the pills down. 

DUNCAN
... Phill, I represent Mutual 
Assured Insurance and we can offer 
you peace, and security should the 
worst ever happen. 

PHILL
Duncan, I’m really glad you called 
today. Do you want to know why?

DUNCAN
Sure.

PHILL
Because I just swallowed sixty 
three Lithium tablets, cut my 
wrists and right now I’m breathing 
nothing but exhaust fumes. What 
kind of cover can you give me for 
imminent death?

Silence. 

DUNCAN
(Disturbed)

Mr Caralho I...

PHILL
Call me Phill. 

DUNCAN
... Phill, are you.., I mean, are 
you honestly in the middle of... 
we don’t really cover suicide.

PHILL
Then hang up, Duncan, and let me 
die alone.
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DUNCAN
(Babbling)

I can’t. We’re not allowed to hang 
up on people. If I do I’ll get 
sacked! You can hang up on me, 
though. That’s absolutely fine.  

Phill starts to laugh. The car is thick with exhaust 
fumes. He hacks, coughs violently and lurches forward. 
Phill suddenly VOMITS PILLS all over himself. 

DUNCAN
Phill? Are you ok? Oh god, are 
you... did you? Phill!

The combination of vomit and fumes is too much. Phill 
lurches against the drivers door desperate to get out. 
The door pops open. Phill half tumbles out catching the 
GEAR SHIFT as he does.

The car lurches forward and STALLS. Caught half in and 
half out of the car Phill’s hand slaps onto the concrete 
floor, palm up. His phone skitters across the concrete. 

Blood pools as Phill to loses focus

DUNCAN
(Fading)

Phill? Phill... 

BLACK.

INT. GARAGE - NIGHT6 6

Phill’s eye’s flicker open. He rolls over and pulls 
himself into a sitting position. He drags himself up into 
a standing position using the wall for support. 

His searching fingers find the plastic casing of a LIGHT 
SWITCH. He flicks the switch. BLINDING FLUORESCENT LIGHT 
fills the room. Phill throws his arm across his face 
against the light. 

PHILL
Christ!

Slowly, painfully the details of the room coalesce. Phill 
is sat on the step his back to the door leading back into 
the kitchen. 
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His rusted car sits in front of him in the middle of the 
garage. A TINNY VOICE echoes across the room.

DUNCAN
... Phill! Phil, are you there! 
Phill, answer me!

Phill winces and puts a hand to his head. As he does he 
notices his wrist. The cut is sealed by congealed and 
crusted blood. 

PHILL
What... !?

He bangs the back of his head on the door. 

PHILL
(Angry)

Failure. Nothing’s changed.

Duncan’s voice echoes.

DUNCAN
Phill, I can hear you out there. 
Talk to me, Phill, please. Just 
pick up the phone and talk to me.

Phill looks across the room and spot’s his cell off to 
one side. 

PHILL
Fuck off. 

DUNCAN
Phill, if you don’t want to talk 
to me that’s fine, but how about I 
talk to you? How’s that sound?

Phill leans his head back against the door. 

PHILL
Nothing ever changes. Not a single 
thing...

He spots the LIGHT SWITCH above him.

Phill blinks. 

DUNCAN
Phill, can you tell me where you 
are? 
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Just let me know where you are, 
Phill. And I can get someone there 
to help you.

Phill stands unsteadily and examines the light switch. He 
traces his hand round it, exploring it. It’s completely 
unremarkable; a grimy, battered light switch. Nothing 
more. 

DUNCAN
Listen... we’re the masters of our 
own reality.

Phill steps back and stares up at the area of ceiling 
over the door, then back at the light switch. He reaches 
out and clicks the  light switch off and on. The lights 
flash. 

DUNCAN
Our minds are so powerful they can 
change our immediate reality. If 
you want to... you can change 
anything.

Phill slowly reaches down and picks up his cell.

PHILL
Duncan, tell me something... where  
exactly are you?

DUNCAN
(Confused)

I’m... Phill? I’m at the crisis 
hotline. Let me help.

PHILL
You work for Mutual Assured 
Insurance and you called me to 
sell me life insurance. 

DUNCAN
(Confused)

Phill, my name is Duncan 
Heisenberg and I’m a crisis 
counsellor. Your crisis 
counsellor. You called me for help 
and I’m here for you.

Phill stares down at the MOBILE in his hand then looks 
across at the LIGHT SWITCH.

PHILL
I’m home and something’s changed. 
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Phill stumbles back to the door that leads into the house 
and grips the handle. He takes a breath opens the door. 
His eyes go wide. He steps through into...

INT. KITCHEN - NIGHT7 7

His spotless kitchen. The fridge is immaculate and has 
been transformed into an expensive SMEG. Phill walks 
through the room taking in every shiny surface and 
expensive fixture. 

DUNCAN
Where’s home, Phill?

PHILL
I’m not sure. 

Phill heads through the kitchen and into the living room, 
which is neat and plush. The sofa is expensive looking 
and a huge FLAT SCREEN TV dominates the room. Phill 
suddenly sways, weak and leans against a wall. 

Something on the mantle catches his eye. Phill draws 
close to an AWARD in the shape of a 1950’s spaceship. His 
mouth drops as he reads the base: PHILIP K CARALHO for 
‘The Constant Dancers’.

PHILL 
(Amazed)

This is a Hugo. When did I win a 
fucking Hugo!?

Phill starts to laugh and as he does his laughter 
transitions to sobs.

PHILL
They were all wrong. I won a Hugo. 

DUNCAN
Phill, buddy, I just checked on-
line and found you. Wow, quite a 
career. 

Phill squeezes the phone to his ear. 

PHILL
(Demanding)

What do you mean you found me? 

DUNCAN
Philip K Caralho Hugo and Nebula 
award winning author. 
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I don’t know much about SciFi, but 
that sounds pretty impressive to 
me. 

PHILL
I couldn’t sell anything. 

Phill cradles the Hugo award.

DUNCAN
Your publishers author page says 
you live in Riverdale. 

PHILL
I wrote a suitcase full of stories 
that no-one read and three novels 
that every agent, and publisher 
said was shit... and I’m holding a 
Hugo! Where am I?

DUNCAN
Phill, I’m going to call someone 
to come out to you. If you hear 
sirens --

A SHOUT and a SMASH echoes through the house. Phill spins 
round. 

PHILL
I’m not alone. 

DUNCAN
Phill... did you hear what I said. 
If you hear --

Phill hangs up. The muffled sound of a MAN shouting is 
audible.

MAN
(Muffled)

No you’re not. I won’t allow it. 

WOMAN
(Muffled)

For god’s sake put it down! You 
need help, Phill. 

INT. HALLWAY - CONTINUOUS8 8

Phill creeps down the darkened hall towards the slightly 
ajar bedroom door and the lit bedroom beyond. 
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Framed images of himself receiving awards and meeting 
important looking people replace the tattered magazine 
covers. Figures inside the bedroom move across the open 
door. 

MAN
(Screaming)

Why are you are all against me? 

WOMAN
(Terrified)

No-one’s against you. You’re sick, 
Phill. You need to go back to the 
unit.

Phill reaches out and pushes the door open to reveal...

INT. BEDROOM - CONTINUOUS9 9

... a DOUBLE of himself pointing a gun at a terrified 
Carolyn.

THE DOUBLE
(Distraught)

No. You’re lying. Why do you lie? 
You’re part of it. You’re 
involved. They got to you. 
Replaced you.

CAROLYN
Phill, please!

PHILL
Stop! 

At the sound of Phill’s voice The Double and Carolyn’s 
heads snap round. The Double stumbles back in horror and 
raises the gun at Phill, his hand trembling.

DOUBLE
They sent you. You’re all part of 
it. You’re here to replace me.

The double’s squeezes the trigger. Phill’s eyes go wide.

BANG.

Phill grunts in pain and clutches at his chest. He falls 
to the ground as Carolyn grabs a heavy AWARD and lurches 
at The Double. 
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The Double turns and fires. 

BANG.

The award drops and SMASHES on the floor. 

PHILL
No!

SIRENS begin to rise outside. The Double, his eyes wild, 
crouches by the door. Phill reaches for Carolyn her eyes 
are wide, her chest rises and falls. 

She’s alive. 

CAROLYN
Who... what are you?

PHILL
I’m Phill. Another Phill. I love 
you and I’m so sorry.

Voices of Police Officers echo down the hallway. The 
Double screams down at them.

POLICE
This is the Police. Throw the 
weapon out and put your hands up.

THE DOUBLE
You won’t replace me! I’ll kill 
you all!

Phill lurches to his feet and throws himself at The 
Double. The Double looks up in shock as Phill SLAMS into  
him, grabbing the GUN as he does. 

BANG.

The gun goes off as Phill WRENCHES it from the double’s 
grasp. The Double falls backwards as Phill stumbles 
through the door into the hallway, the GUN in his hand. 

POLICE
FREEZE!

Phill looks up. The gun points at the Police. 
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PHILL
Wait.

BANG. BANG. 

Lightening FLASHES in Phill’s vision and then... black.

INT. GARAGE - DAY10 10

Phill’s eyes snap open. He coughs as the sound of a 
gunshot echoes distantly. He reaches out a quavering hand 
and opens the car door. He stumbles out into the garage. 
He’s weak and falls to his knees. Blood pools on the 
ground. 

PHILL
(Yelling)

Carolyn!? Where are you? CAROLYN!

Running footsteps. The door to the garage bursts open and 
Carolyn stands over him. Her hair is DARK BROWN not BLOND 
and her face it contorted with worry.

CAROLYN
DAD! Oh my god. 

Phill looks up he reaches for her. 

PHILL
Carolyn? Baby, are you alright? 
Did he hurt you? Are you shot?

Carolyn reaches down and helps him to his feet. He hugs 
her tight. She easily disentangles herself from him and 
exasperated look on her face. His grip is oddly weak. 

CAROLYN
You’ve cut your face this time. 

Phill reaches up to his face and as he does so spots his 
wrist. There are no SLASHES on his wrist. 

PHILL
I... I feel weak. 

Carolyn helps him into the house. 

CAROLYN
Let’s get you cleaned up.

Copyright © Jon Hayes     jon@strangeradio.co.uk

   13

CONTINUED: (2)9 9



INT. KITCHEN - CONTINUOUS11 11

Phill, supported by Carolyn, stumbles through the 
kitchen. A SMOKING pot BOILS OVER on the stove. Cupboard 
doors are OPEN and the surfaces are littered with the 
confused debris of a meal.  

An alarm begins SHRIEKING. 

PHILL
What!?

Carolyn breaks away from him to turn off the stove and 
deal with the alarm. Phill, disorientated and confused, 
shuffles away from the noise and further into the house. 

CAROLYN
Dad!

INT. HALLWAY - CONTINUOUS12 12

Confused and with the alarm shrieking in his ears Phill 
stumbles down the hall. Framed covers from old Sci Fi 
magazines mixed with book covers, and photo’s of Phill 
cover the walls.

PHILL
Where am I? What reality is this?

Phill stumbles into the living room his hands clasped to 
his ears as the alarm SCREAMS. 

INT. LIVING ROOM/MIRROR - CONTINUOUS13 13

Phill looks up and freezes, his eyes wide. He stares at 
something only he can see. 

The alarm CUTS OUT.

Phill stares at his reflection in a LARGE MIRROR. An OLD 
MAN stares back at him with confused eyes. Blood trickles 
down the old man’s face from a cut in his forehead.

CAROLYN
(Off camera)

Dad!.. where are you?

Copyright © Jon Hayes     jon@strangeradio.co.uk

   14
(CONTINUED)



Carolyn appears behind Phill in the mirror. She looks 
exactly the same as always except that her hair is dark

CAROLYN
God, Dad. Don’t run off like that. 
You scared the life out of me.  

Old Phill stares out at her from the mirror.  Carolyn 
smiles at him. 

CAROLYN/PHILL’S DAUGHTER
You’re having a bad day Dad that’s 
all. They said you’d have days 
like this, but it’s OK. I’m here. 
Concentrate on my voice. Do you 
remember who I am?

Young Phill squeezes his eyes tightly shut. 

PHILL
(Uncertain)

I... Carolyn?

SOPHIE
No, Dad. I’m Sophie your daughter. 
Mum’s been gone a long time.

Old Phill opens his eyes. 

PHILL
I was with her. I... I think I 
hurt her. Did I hurt her, Sophie? 
Did I hurt Mum? 

Sophie reaches out and hugs him tight.

SOPHIE
Of course not.

OLD PHILL
How can I know for sure?

SOPHIE
Shush. It’s the Alzheimers.

Old Phill stares at himself in the mirror. He blinks.

OLD PHILL
I have to find her. I have to be 
sure.

FADE OUT.
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